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IN DICATION 


Conduct and Writings: 


In Several 


LETTERS to the KING 


— e = — 
Jome by their N more by tb er nd Wi, ie, | " 
Oppos d the Power to which they c ould not riſe. "i 
Some bad in Courts been Great ; and thrown from thence, 
Lie Fiends were barden d in Impenitence. ; 
Some by their Monarch's fatal Mercy grown, 
Nom pardom d Rebels, Kinſmen to the Throne, 
Were vrais d in Power, and publick Office bigh ; — 
Strong Band:. Bands ungrateful Men coul 4 tye. | _. 
Of theſe the Falſe Achitophel was firſt, 1 
A Name to all ſucceeding Ages curſt. | 5 
For cloſe Deſigns, and crooked Counſels fit, | ee 
Sagacious, bold, and turbulent of Wit ; | 5 1 
Keſtleſt, unſix d, in Principles and Place, | 
Is Power unpleas 'd, impatient of Diſgrace ; 
A daring pilot in Extremity, 
Pleas'd with the Danger, when the Waves went bigh 8 
He ſought the Storm, but for a Calm urft, | +4 
Would ſteer too nigb the Sands, to boaft bis Wit. DRY DEN. 
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LETTER. 


| Reat S1 R, if your Highneſs is pleas'd to peruſe 
| What I ſend to inſtruct you, and not to amuſe: 
(x For your Trouble the Letter will make you Amends, 
As it points out your (1) Foes, and diſcovers your Friends: 
. *Twill euligbten your Judgment, and open your Eyes, 246 
And make you in love with ſome Folks you deſpiſe ; 
will teach you both Auſtria and Spain to defy, 
And think none ſo upright as P——y and I, 


With your Foes tho' each Week in our Journal we fight, 
' You are ſeldom ſo courteous— to take us aright ; bs 
Io believe us ſincere; tho our Paper imparts 
Each Friday the Goodneſs and Love of our Hearts. 
In Print often twitted, our Sheer to diſgrace, 
Thar I once loft a Peerage, —my Brother—a Place; 
Employing our Cunning, our Wits, and our Pen, 
The Pofts we once held to recover agen; 
Suggefting unkindly, to give us more Pain, 
That our Quarrel with {—1—le is only a Feiga. 
Had he ftill been our Friend, that he ne'er had been baſe, 
That he till would be good, had the Traitor bis Place; 
Not a Word of the Army, the Penſions, or Preſs, 
The Treaty of Seville, or Succours of Heſſe, 
Of Blunders or Taxes, the Nation would hear 
la 2 Term; nor perhaps, if you pleas'd ns, a Year. 


(.it) Final Anſwer, p. 1. 2. | 
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Tho our Counſels are wholeſome, and Stratagems keen? 
What's really Good-nature, you fancy is Spleen ; | 
As if, your weak Conduct in Hopes to amend, 

A Man could not laugh, and yer ſtill be your Friend : : 
Nor a very good Subject your Schemes diſapprove, 
You imagine full wiſe—our of Duty and Love; 
With the Tricks of your Stateſmen our Readers amuſe; 
And your Conduct, in Love to your Perſon, accuſe. 


E'er you think me ancivil or falſe, by the Way; - 
I beg you wou d bear what a Friend bas to ſay; 

To depend on your Miniſtry Hirelings, too wiſe, 
Who, to make you ſee clearer, have darken'd your Eyes, 
By the Clouds which they ſcatter, forbidden to ſee 
What is wrote for your Honour, by Fogg, and by me; 
What Pains, with Quotations from Latin and Greoks 
We rake, tho* in vain, to oblige yon each Week; 


For your Safety concern'd, in each Sheet who foretel "ox 


The Madneſs of Kings 282. Mobs who rebel; 6 
By how many bold Acts they may forfeit their Throne; 
As n of us fancy d your Highneſs had done. 


I am conſcious, Great Sir, not permitted to know 


My Zeal for your Fame, that you count me your (2) Foe; | 


And think that I act for no very good Ends 

If I like not your Projects, or cenſure your Friends. 

Tho God knows my Heart, when your Schemes I affail, 
*Tis out of meer Googneſs and Love that I rail; 

Now and then, perbaps, mention ſome Slips in my Letter, 


And why ?— That your Subjects might like you the better: 


I ſtrike at your Wildom, your Fame to encreaſe; 
And Jealonkfies raiſe, ro ſecure you in Peace: 
Without very good Hopes of augmenting your Praiſe, 
Not a Satire defames, or a Journal inveighs ; 
Each Day that I ſerv'd you, unleſs I can think; 
I am mad with myſelf, with my Paper and Ink; 
' The Night to my Conſcience with Horror does bring 
The Shame, bar one Day, of forgetting my King ; 
For the Exile they ſav'd, tho they ruin'd the Peer, 
Each Branch of your Houſe, and your Family dear. 


(z) bid. p. 3 
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3 Tis trüe, common Rumour my Conduct defames} 
And lays, I left England to viſit Ning ame; 
| To ſollicit himſelf and his Army to fight; | 
And to put him in mind of his Wrongs, and bis Right; 8 
Thar (4) Treaſon and Guilt had oblig'd me to fly ; 
—Tho' you boaſt not a Subject more taube — I, 
A Notion ſo weak can your Council advance, 
That all muſt be wicked who travel to France d 
When Fifty each Week for their Paſtime go over, 
For Calais ſhip'd off every Packet from Dover; 
To furniſh their Spouſes with Cambrick and Pins; 
And to bring back a Lift of new Faſhions, and Sins: 
(5) Wbat think you of Orm— ud and Wh—rt—n, befide 
Metellus and Ludlow, and Churchill and Hide; 
With me who deferred their Country, in dread 
Of a petulent Faction that aim'd at their Head > 
To invite ſome Abroad a mere Humour prevails, 
The Waters of Spaw, or the Air of Marſeilles ; 
At the Louvre to ſup, or at Marls to dine, 
Or to taſte the rich Juice of the Burgundy Vine : 
| For the Voyage ſome fancy it Reaſon enough 
To learn the nice Air of a Pocket or Cuff; 
Will ſpend you whole Summers with Pleaſure to know] 


If their Sleeves ſhould be high, ot their Heels ſhou'd be low; 


In Raptures to think they ſhall ruin the Fair, 


7 With a Cock of their Beaver, or curl of their Hair ; 3 


While ſome in March Month for the Frolick ſhall bury; 
| For no other Cauſc—bur i in May to return, 


Suppoſe, for at preſent all Wars I decline, 
I had wanted ſome Pictures, or Trouffles, or Wine ; 
Well pleas'd in the Faſhion for once to be ſeen, 
| Had wiſh'd for a Carpet, a Jar, or a Screen; 
And, frugal before, bought, once in my Life, 
Some Velvets, perhaps à good Lace, for my Wife; 
Of Meck/in or Bruſſels had fancy'd ſome Ells, 
Or a Cask of good Oil, or a Quart of Morells ; "BY 
Good God! muſt a Man break bis Faith and his Vows; 
I juſt fteps to Paris to humour his Spouſe, 


(3) Ibid. p. 8. 00 Ibid; (5) Ibid. p. 3. 


__ 


3 | 
For his Children at School a few Toys to provide; 
An Edging, a Tacker—and nothing befide? © 
Can you fancy or feign, if no more was amiſs, 
In my Conduct, a Crime, or High-Treafon (6) in this? 
When the Prince of your Senate, and May'r of your Town, 
Without Blame from his Sov reign, or Leave from the Crown, 
Whips over to France in the Turn of an Eye, | 
Each Month, in his Pinnace, and no one asks why; 
His Hunters to ſhew, and his Manners to mend, 
And play at Back Gammon with Hourben his Friend. 
Each Day in the Chappel, each Night at the Ball, 
And Numps, fill your Friend, is ne er cenſur'd at all. 
Your Court all in Raptures to hear the Sage brag 
How oft he came in at the Death of the Stag : 
O'er the King's ſwifteſt Racers h&vy oft he prevail'd, 
And the Leaps that he took, and the Rocks that he ſcal'd. 
Tho' Fame had ſuggeſted he brought to your Foe 
Expreſſes, and Packets — ſome Guinzas——or ſo; 
When all chat ip Truth the good Man went about, 
Was to faddle the Court with his Sale and his Stout; 
Agaioft he came over his Claim to renew, 
| Or perhaps to ioſtruct the Pretender to brew; 
While the Louvre che Fame of your Subject does ring, 
A Match at Picquet for the Gallican King. 


ke ns  Y ws he. 


Whate er you may think, Sir, cwas none of my (7) Guilt, 
No Prince I betray'd, and no Blood that I ſpilt, 
That unwillingly forcd me from Home, I aſſure ye; 
But the Spleen of my Foes, and the Dread of a Jury. 
Would you calmly reflect, you muſt know that each Man 
Who voted that Thing call'd, The Peace of Queen Anne, 
Tho' as upright and juſt as Oldcaſtle and Tror, 
Without Juftice or Trial had all gone to pot. 
At Urrecht, all we who had been Cater. cozens 
Had felt the ſame Fate, and been pinnion'd by Dozens; 
The only poor Option then left in our Power, 
la Newgate a Cell —or / Room in the Tower; 
From our very god Friends having little ro hope, 
But the Chaice to expire by an Axe or a Rope. 
How diff rent the Fortune each Mortal ſurvey'd | 
Of us who ſhipr off, and poor Prior who ſtay d2 


(6) Ibid. p. 8. (7) Ibid, 
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5 
In each Paper and Pamphlet the Story is freſh; _ 
Wbat Matthew endur'd both in Spirit and Fleſhz _ | | 
While the Wrath of bis Foes, and the Rage of rhe Times, | 
Qnite injur'd bis Health, and balf ruin'd his Rhimes; | 
And nothing around him his Muſe could provoke 
Too glbomy the Cell where he ſlept for a Joke. 


Can you cenſure me then, from ſuch Dangers who fled, 
And ſecur'd you a Friend, while I ſcap'd with my Head? 
From the Rage of a Faction preſerv'd, by my Flight, 

To keep your Court honeſt, and Counſellors right; 

In my Eſſays each Week nor a Paragraph ſeen, 

Bur is meant for the Honour of you, or your Queen, 


| Tho' you've ſtruck Mr. P——), Sir, out of your Lift, 
| Whate'er has been told you, he'il dearly be miſt; 
In a Seifion or two you'll call for your Pen, 
And in love to your ſelf muſt inſert him agen; 
Not one of your Sages in Council fo able, 
From the Top to the very Fag-End of the Table; 
A Blunder to heal, or a Flaw to deſcry, 
So fine are his Parts, and ſo piercing his Eye. 
In the Houſe when you're ſtriving to forward a Bill, 
Perhaps you may want, Sir, your honeſt Friend Wil: 
Not a Creature fo proper, whene'er he is heard, | 
To quicken a Motion; to puſh, or retard; 
A Bill that he likes nor, to hack and disjoint, _. 
And draw, by his Skill balf the Houſe from the Point: 
Who, with Sn and two or three more, can with Eaſe 
Promote or embarraſs your Schemes, as they pleaſe ; 
By the Help of their Wir, and the Oil of their Tongue, 
Make Juſtice unjuſt, and make Equity wrong; 
A capiral Crime the Diſcharge of your Truſt, 
And to pay for your (8) Beef and your Mutton, unjuſt; 
Who, againſt Peace and Fighting, by Turns-can proteſt, 
And by Dinr of pure Argu ment prove em both beſt; 
A War, the fine Senſe of the Speakers to ſhew, 
| Good or bad; as they like not, or value, the Foe. 


(8) See the Remarks on the Craftſmar's Vindication s and Mr. P —'s 
Behaviour to the King, on the Civil Lift Bill, ee: | 


Had 


(8) 


Had you, Sir, in each Seſſion this Sage on yoirr Side; 

Of your Foes he'd ſoon baffle the Pranks and the Pride; * 

To à Senſe of your Duty the Faction ſoon brought; RE” 

And ne Law that you wanted, had coſt you a Groat; | 

Your Fleet then might ſail, and your Armies might fight,, 
And Carlos, whatever he ask d, had been right. | 

Or ſuppoſe yon no Favrite of Philip's nice Scbeme, 

He'd bave argu'd as ſtrongly in r'other Extreme; 

Himſelf, the weak Projects of Spain to have (poil'd; 

Would have got the good Dutcheſs of Parma with Child 

A Midwife ſent over, ſnch Services done, 

To ſwear, ſhe deliver'd her Grace of a Son. 


Tho' be now has forbid you one (9) Soldier to lift; 
When he ſerv'd you, a Million a Year was ſcarce miſt: 
And nonghr by his King was imprudently ſpent, 

Tho' be gave him whole (10) Streets for th ncreaſe of bis Rent, 
Could you pleaſe him, he'd Treaſure ſupply for the War, 
Tho' you fought at one Time with the Pole and the Car; 
Ix Find you Money enough, by bis Skill, for the Work, 
$ Tho you battled the Sophy, or challeng'd the Turk : 
And in Duty promote the Defigns of his Liege, 
Should he Peguin attempt, or Grand Cairo belege. 
Tf you ask d for a Million, un juſtly, or not, 
Had this Patriot been yours, Sir, the Whole had been got: 
. And while for his King and lov'd Country he ftood, 
Wn Tho' the Sum was unrighreous——the Vore bad been good, 
Who has prov'd (the ſmart Journal lies now on my Shelf) 
All Penfions ungodly——nor paid to himſelf: 
The Sin not in giving, bur giving to thoſe 
He knew from his Heart were your Majeſty's Foes; 
The true Point about Penfions intirely orgot. | 
Right or Wrong - juſt as People enjoy d em, or not. 
Deſign'd, if we gain em, good Patriots to bleſs; 
But the Bane of a Realm——if we cannot poſſes | 
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LETTER i 


81 


INC E more I preſume your high Throne to addreſs, 
Some Frailties to own, and ſome Sins to conſeſs; 
Since in Peace and in Comfort I never ſhall live, 
Till you pity my Caſe, and are pleas'd tu forgive: 
And your Subject's Petition you could not deny, 

Were you half fo obliging and tender as I. 


Now ſuppoſing the worſt, that to France I went der, 
A good Subject to fave, as I binted before, SS 
And, vext with my Foes, to recover my Right, 
I had join'd my young Maſter ; and purpos'd to fight, 
In hopes to regain what I thought was my Due, 
In my Anger had kill'd you a Fav'rite or two. 
(1) In Hobbs and in Carter it plainly is ſeen. 
Thar a Man at the beſt is a very Machine 
That within him no Freedom of Action he feels, | 
But moves juſt like Watches, with Springs and with Wheels; 
Where Ambition and Hatred, and Love and Diſdain, 
Are the Bell and the Hammer, the Key and the Chain ; 
Friends, Foes, all around him, his Paſſions wound high, 
Who, like that, falls a triking——he does not know why: 


Vin: 


: B 


T; 


Wbate re 


Wbate'er you may fancy, or others inflill, 


We cannot be virt'ous or good when we will: 
Oar lat'reſt is oft to our Honour a Foe, | 


And when one cries out, Yes, ——ftraighr the other ſays, No: 

Tho ſeeming good Friends, and ſo nearly ally'd, 
| They cft quarrel, and ſeldom will vote on one Side. | | 
When we number what Failings ro Mortals belong, 
Our Reaſon how weak, and our Pailions how ſtrong; 
Reflect on rhe Biaſs that bangs on the Side, 
Howe er we oppoſe them, of Malice and Pride; 

In a Scheme nor ſo fair, now and then to be caught, 
Is what I call a Frailty, and you think a Fault. 

For ſure no Excuſe the Misfortune does need, 

When we ſtrive to be righteous, and cannot ſucceed ; 
If the Crime we deteſt, and yet feel in our Soul 

A Fondneſs for Miſchief we cannot controul, 

In vain or by Conſcience or Virtue withſtood, 

The Action unjuſt, yer the Principle good ; 
Which argues, and reaſons, and threatens in vain, 
The Machine from the Malice it means to reſtrain. 
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When we uſe our Endeavours the beſt that we can; 
If we err, tis the Clock is in Fault, not the Man; 
If this Way and that Way ſincerely he tries, 
Vet cannot be upright, or loyal, or wile, 
When you look on the Paſſions which reign in bis Breaſt, 
You ſhould piry his Weakneſs——and pardon the reſt. 


It was Cruelty then to accuſe me, or blame, 
For the Breach of my Faith, and the Stain of my Fame; 
Since no Mortal had once the great Gift in his Pow'r, 
To be true to his Word, or ſincere for an Hour. 
When Revenge or Ambition the Uproar begins, ä 
Tho? the Courtier forſwears tis the Clockwork that ſins; 
And Sages bave taught us no Soul can doll, 
When our Reaſon is check'd and ſubdn'd by our Will; 
When Iat'reſt or Anger the Judgment arreſts, 
ind whene er it gainſays, will deride its Proteſts; 
Zid Conſcience be ſilent, not daring to break | 
Their Reſolves, when the Paſſions would govery, or ſpeak. 
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I pretend not indeed to be free from all Crimes, - 
Which a Friend would impure to the Faulr of the Times ; 
Bur Offences and Errors all human ana ſuch 
As a Man might commit without ſinning too much. 
''Tis a Grief to my Heart, and I muſt not deny, 
Some Pranks that were play'd between D'Aumond and I; 
When we laughr at your Title, your Fame, and Renown, 
And talkt of a Friend, you know who, for your Crown. 
Bur ſhew me the Man, and your Slave I remain, 

A Courtier at leaſt, without Blemiſh or Stain; 
A Stateſman poſſeſt of my Wit and my Place, 

That had not an Itching ar leaſt ro be baſe; 
With the Bent of his Nature that did not comply, 
Or withſtood a Temptation much better than I; , 
Since in all the ſame Seeds of Corruption prevail, 
And for Five that are honeſt, a Thouſand are frail. 


When I thought on my Manors, my Woods, and my Lands; 
My preſent hard Fortune, and former Commands, 
New Loſſes each Moment convey'd ro my Ear, 
Of my Lawns and my Fiſhponds, my Carp and my Deer; 
All vaniſh'd away, without Trial, or Reaſon, 

For a petty gay Frolick your Senate call'd Treaſon ; 
My Duty and Faith by my Paſſions were queli'd, 
And the Subject ſtill loyal, the Exile rebell d: 
All theſe with Good. humour and Smiles to reſign, 
Demanded a Virtue much ſtronger than mine; | 
In the Height of my Suff rings, which would not gainſay; 
When I purpos'd no longer your Sire to obey. 

"Twas ftrange, to compleat ev'ry Woe of my Life, 
With the Husband you had nor attainted the Wife, 
And giv'n your Attorney Commiſſion to ſeize 
Her Jewels and Rings, and what elſe he ſhould pleaſe; 
Pretending, perhaps, whether guilty or not, 
That my Spouſe was as deepas myſelf in the Plor. 
Ab! if Rebels are reck'ned a Nation's laſt Curſe, 
Sure the Wretches who make em rebel—are much worſe; 
And Folks to be pitied, when forc'd to be' ill 
And wicked—ſo much againſt Duty and Will. 
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'Tis right | in ſome Caſes when den do amis, 
It corrected the (2) Rod and the Faſces to kiſs ; 
By cheir Judge when condemn'd, not to anſwer a Word, . 
Bur to ſay atter Sentence—God bleſs you my Lord ; 
Yer this Rod of the Law we ſhould never regard, 
When for little Offences it ſcourges too hard; 
When it laſhes too deep in the Fleſh thro' the Skin, 
And the Wound that it makes is too large for che Sin : 
When a Life, for a Fancy, or Frolick atones; 
And the Cur that it gives, goes as deep as the Bones; ; 
Which beyond the Offences Revenge would purſue, 
And aims at a Neck when a Finger would do. 


Yon — the Time when a Knor of bold Spatks; 
From Waltham and Farnham, moleſted your Parks; 
When your Keepers of Endfield and Windſer were able 
Scarce to furniſh your Court, or find Deer for your Table: 
To redrels what you ſuffer d. you ſtraight got a Law, 
Wich a Gibbet and Halter the Sportſmen to awe; 
For your Senate well knew that the Want would ſoon waſte ye, 
Should a King of Great Britain long dine without Palty. 
The terrible Statute ſoon broke all the Gang, 
When they knew that to touch bur a Fawn, was to bang: | 
Thus your Lawns were ſoon ſtock' d, and your Grievance was eas d, 
And your Chaplains eat Ven'ſon as jong as they pleas'd; 
Your Bucks were all ſafe, and your Does went to rutt, 
And your Veomen would often come in for a Cut; 
Tho' the Haunch and the Side by ſome Garter were got, 
The Shoulder came oft to the Beef. eaters Lot. 


Wou'd you, Sir, your bigh Grandeur a little debaſe, 
To think on poor Hall, and reflect on his Caſe; 
(For which his ſad Heart ev ry Sorrow endures, 
His Caſe in each Tittle exactly like your's,) | 
Your Refentments would cool, and your Pity would riſe; 
And you'd honour the Perſon whom now you deſpiſe. 
You have Senates and Courts, when with Foes you are vext, 
And your Bill read to Day, is a | Statute the next; 


(2) Final Anker 0. | 
» P. * Who 


d, 


ho. 


When my Woods are cut down, an 


Who for every perverſe and unlucky Defign, 


For your Eaſe can impriſon, and baniſh, or fins; 


Not a Widgeon or Duck from your Biſhponds convey 'd 

By a Boy of Eli74's,—bur Feind is employ'd : 
Shall a King then have Paſſions; and Subjects, undone 
By a Foe, or the Wiles of a Faction, have none? | 
We bear all Offences — you ſure of an Act 

To puniſh the Crime, if you prove but rhe Fact ? 

Mutt I bear with a Smile, what I ſuffer ; leſs ſtruck 
With the Loſs of a Peerage, than you of a Buck ? 


Seem pleas'd with my Loſſes, and candidly ſhew 


Leſs Concern for a Manor, than you for a Doe 


I patient, while you ev'ry Seſſion can mark 


Each Pannel of Pales, that is broke in your Park ? 
Your Choler ftrair boils, and diſturbs all your Soul, 
When you hear of a Stag or a Hind being ſtole 
And the Peace of your Boſom the Villany damps, 


When you hear of a Rogue, who has mimick'd your Stamps 2 


Straight man our your Frigates, with Paſſion o'ercome, 
If, without paying Duty, we ſmuggle your Rum. 
Yer you tell me in Conſcience I _ to be pleas'd; | 

| | and my Foreſts are ſeiz'dy 
Submiſſive and eaſy in Sound of the Stroaks ; 
Thar ſhake my dear Beeches, and ſharter my Oaks; 


A Sin in a Subject his Loſs to deplore, 


Tho he ſees em all tumble and fink by the Score. 


If Violence took em, the Bane of each Reign, 
By Right, the ſame Violence ought ro regain. 


Thus (3) Nature will-a& her Revenge to diſplay, 


Tho' Conſcience may tell her, ſhe takes the wrong Way. 


The laſt her kind Counſel would öften afford; 


But the other cries, Piſh; — and ne er minds her a Word. 


Suppoſe ſome nice Eaters, to fill up a Diſh, 


| Shou'd rob the Canal in the Park, of your Fiſh ? 


Con'd your Majeſty bear it with Patience, to looſe 


| The beſt of your Pike, or your Perch in the Stews ? 
(Tho' a Monarch, the Boldneſs wou'd give you the Spleen) 
 Defign'd for your ſelf — or perhaps for the Queen; 


(3) p. II, throughout. 
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To the Damage of Britain, whoſe farrowfal Soul 
Might probably long for the Carp which they ſtole ; 3 
And for want of the Fiſh, o'erwhelm'd with Deſpair, 
You perhaps loſe a Son, and your Kingdom an Heir. 


Ah, Sir, con'd you mix with your other bigh Cares, 


The ſocrotoſul Senſe of your Writer's Affairs; 
What Pangs I endure when my Enemies ſneer, | 


Thar I'm baniſh'd the Houſe, who fo long was a Peer ; 

You wou'd ſay, My dear Viſcount, J pity your Caſe, 

The Loſs of your Honours, your Title, and Place ; 

For your Love and paſt Service I'll make you Amends ; 

—You ſhall vote on the * next Seiz with your Friends. 


| | 


LETTER N 


\ 


S 1: 
F my Third humble Letter, the Thoughts of a Sinner; 


I If you break up the Seal, and have Leiſure to read, 
In his Wiſhes your Vaſſal bas Hopes to ſucceed ; 
Tho', if W/—/—le forbids it, however enclin'd 
To forgive or exalt me, you muſt not be kind: 

Who, o'ercome'by his Wiles and imperious Commands, 
My Peerage kept back, when you gave me my Lands: 
Whoſe Factors in Verſe, and whoſe Agents in Proſe, 
Who reflect on your Friends, and encourage your Foes, 
Mix Malice, and Falſhood, and Spleen in their Charge; 
Draw my Virtues too ſmall, and my Frailties too large. 
From a Pencil like theirs if my Picture you rake, 

At the Sight of ſo dreadful a Piece you muſt quake; 

As the laft of your Stateſmen, not prizing your firſt, 
And fatally take your beft Friend for your worſt. 


| Yowve Letters, Rejoynders, and Satyres, and Odes, 
From the Poet's high Manſion, and Critick's Abodes 
By Courtiers endited, by Paraſites drawn, 3 
Some penn'd by the Crape, and ſome ſmooth'd by the Lawn ; 
The Parſon ſmart libels, and Prelate reviews, 

Each Week to adorn and embelliſh the News ; 
To prove what a dangerous (1) Subject you keep, 
Not ſecure while he lives——or awake or aſleep 


(1) Final Anſwer, p. 16, _—— 


1 1 . What 


Does not ſpoil your Diverfions, or keep back your Dinner, 


Len) 


Wh cares not a Bigg; when for Miſchief prepar'd; 


$5 S446 > 


Tho' Dimmock appear d in bis Caſſock of Steel; 
(A Hero to challenge all Foes, in the Right 


When he knew "would be Hanging if any ſhould fight) 


On a Sunday who never minds Sermons nor Pray'rs, 
Nor values one Ruſh what he ſays, or he (wears ; 
Who, inſpir'd by Ill- nature, and fretted with Spleen; 
Will libel a Monarch, or laugh at a Queen; 


Born your Realms to moleſt, and your Subjects trapan; 


And a Monſter, tho'wearing the Shape of a Man. 


Zut your Pain to remove, and your Fears to aſſwage, 
Pray reflect on my Years, and conſider my Age; 

The Wrinkles that furrow and rumple my Face, 

Too fatal a Sign that I dwindle apace : 

Jn the Street or the Park, as I mix with the Throogj 
You may view how I totter and doddle along; 
Before my ſhort Journey is balf at an End, 

Apparent to all how I bow and I bend: | 

My Friends all before, I come puffing behind. 
Depriv'd of the Help both of Legs and of Wind ; 
And ne'er ſhould bave.reach'd to the End of our Lane, 
Without the kind Aid of à Coach and a Cane; | 


So fainty and feeble before I draw nigh 


The poor Houle where I lodge ou would ſwear I muſt die. 


In Danger of tumbling each Step that I tread 5 


If you pull off my Wig, you will find me quite (2) gray j 


In the Nations Debates who have little to ſay; 

Tbe Paſt Boy and Craftſnan peruſing by Fitsz 
And ſcarce know the Time when your Parliament fits 
Ju inform d by tbe Papers, and News at the Bar, 

3 


| G) Ibid: p. 31. paſſim, 
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What Earl was türn d ont, and what Duke was put in; 

And the Week when our Terms and our Seffions begin 
That the Spaniards inſult us, and ſpoil all our Trade ; 

What Felons were hing'd, and what B——ps were made; 
Having loſt all the Names, which I once had by rote, 

Of the Members who once for your Kinſaian did vote; 
Which, 1 hope, tho' you've ſeen them in Capitals wrote; 

For the Sake of your Servant, will all be forgot. 


In your Councils to govern; and act a fine Part, 
I now want a Head, tho' I might have a Heart. 
A Pooll at Picguet, or a Game at Quadrille, A? CL 
With my Spouſe and Dick Francklin — the Top of my Skill; 
Or perhaps in an Eve, when I've little to do, | 
I may venture a Shilling with P——y at Looe; 
A Pamphlet perus'd, or a News-Paper read, 
And creep, when my Prayers ate finiſh'd, to Bed. 
This is all my Employment; juſt after I'dine, 
A Sermon at Three, and my Bible at Nine; 
(A Game now and then at Back Gammon play) 
And a Prayer for your Majeſty cloſes the Day. 


You may credit me, Sir; I have none of thole Arts, 
Which ſhew'd me, when younger, a Stateſman of Parts 3 
(That in ev'ry nice Scheme and Contrivance were ſeen, 
And made Way for a Subject to govern a Queen.) 


So uſefal for Courtiers that ſtudy to thrive, | Wy 
To keep their Renown' and their Credit alive 5 | . 
When I vow a Revenge — a kind Look to employ 3 ; 
Or to manage a Smile, that is meant to deſtroy: i 
The Want of what's real, with Shade to ſupply ; | : 
Or to mimick a Truth, witk a plauſible Lye : = 


With Profeſſions of Love, a Reſentment to fill; 8 
Moſt kind when [I injute, moſt fond when I kill. 1 
Theſe Gifis are all loſt, in my Age's Decline, | KO 
Which long, while I lov'd to be buſtling,” were mine 5 : 
And help'd me the Cauſe of your Foes to eſpoule; 9 
When I loyd — and yet vel you out of the Houle, E 
Wirh Virtues more humble I now am content, 
Since F purchag d ſome Lands, and carp' Fatmer in Rut? @ 
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Gay 4 phy of i which weak Shoulders, like mine, 
For the Eaſe of their Maſter, would chuſe to decline: 

A mere Carcaſe and Lump, whether up or a Bed, 

And ſomething — between a live Man and a dead. 

More bleſt, if Retirement a Bleſſing allows, 
With the Sight of my Dairy, and Smell of my Cows; 
(Vou have heard of Lucullus and Scipio, and more, 

Who were juſt the ſame Men, tho' ſome Ages before ;) 
To mark how my Renner will turn by Degrees, 


My Milk into Curd, and that Curd into Cheeſe; 


Amuſements much ſweeter to Folks in my Years, 

Than to fuide your whole Realm, and be Chief of your Peers: 
When my Capons are cram'd, and my Pallets are fed, 

With what inward Content do I waddle to Bed > 


In Slumbers tranſported, to think the next Day, 


Thar my Pidgeons will hatch, or my Turkeys will lay ; 
That Colly, my Heifer, laſt Auguſt a Bride, | 
May in March have a Daugùter or Son by ber Side; 7 

The Quack of my Ducks more delighted to bear, | 
Than the Mob crying our, Sir, There goes the P R1 MIE R: 


Yer I know, when I talk in this ſeeming odd Way, 
What your Majeſty thinks, and your Courtiers will ſay : 


[Theſe the Thoughts of you both — (3) © Sball this mighty great Map, 
« Who manag d the State and the Seats for Queen ANNE; 


« Who, kind to his Country, as ſome did ſuppole, 
Made O——nd a Chief — not to fight with his Foes; 
„ Shall he, for four Years at the Top of Affairs, 
" Relinquiſh all Grandeur for Peaches and Pears ? 
' Who, while he ſtood fair in her Majeſty's Grace, 
If Fifty were vacant, diſpos'd of each Place? 
Not a Sage in the Council, or Chief in the War, 
Who gain'd, without him, a Commiſſion or Star ; "I 
. (Tho' ſometimes, when willing of Cares to be eas d- 
; " He gave the Queen Leave to promote as ſhe pleas d) 
» Aod when he choſe a Prelate, was often ſo kind 
e To let her elect a good Dean to her — 
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* Whate'er his Pretence is, there lurks in his Soul! 
Still a Paſſion for Power, and a Luft to controul ; 
© The Titles once his, give his Heart till a Pain; 
And the Poſts that he loſt, he ſtill longs to regain: 
Can a Man, without Grief, to the Country be drawn; 
* Who ſo lately diſpos'd of the Purple and Lawn ? 
Wich Pleaſute ſtroll over his Fields and his Farm, 
© His. Fiſh-Ponds delight him, or Dove houſes charm ? 
Who, loaded with Titles and Honours ſo late, „„ 
Next the Queen and Lord Oxf—4, was Chief in the State? 
His Quarrel with Penſions is all but a Sham, 1 
If well paid, his ohn Trot wou'd be ſtill as a Lamb; 
No longer with Stanh—pe or Wallp le wou'd fight, 

* But allow em good Patriots, and both to be right; 
Not a Word againſt Brib'ry the Convert wou'd (ay, 

* Againſt Taxes or Grants—or the Heſſitrns in Pay ; 
Think H-— ce was wicked, and SH - ck much worſe; 
Nor rail at the Length of the Treaſurer's Purſe. 

In their good Way of Sinning they ſtill might go on, 

* If dilpofing of Honours— they thought of Poor John. 
With no Treaties ſurpriz d, or Alliances vext, 

When Dorſet came Home, cou'd but Fohn be bis next: 
Not a Word, when Lieutenant, of former Diſputes, 
Of the Falſhood of Spain —or the Iriſh Recruits; 

* The Commiſſion wou'd blunt the ſharp Point of his Pen, 
And Spain, with Fohn Trot, wou'd be honeſt agen. 


In ſpite of my Vows, ſo much Paper and Ink, 
Thus you and thus many more People may think ; 
Tho' J oft have averr'd it, and tell you each Week, 
How contented I live, and how little I ſeek 
Out of love with vain (4) Grandeur, a Foe ro Renown; 
And the Honours enjoy'd by the Sword and the Gown. 
You wou'd pity my Eyes, if you ſaw how they griev'd 
At your Court, that no Truth, I declare, is believ'd : 
Surmiſing, I ſtill want to manage the Roaſt, 
And am lily in wait for a Penſion or Poſt : 
| Thar I ſhou'd not refuſe, did your Majeſty offer 

| Your Servant, the Wardrobe or Keys of your Coffer. 


(4) Final Anſwer, p, 29, 30- 
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Shou'd H—rr—n die, or ſuou d Pelb—m reſign, 
That I ſhou'd not be griev'd if their Honours were mine] 
Theſe, Sir, you will credit one Truth that I ſpeak, 
Are the Jefts of the Wicked, or Dreams of the Weak ; 

In my Thoughts, or my Wiſhes, which ne'er have a Part; 
To diſquiet my Slumbers, or peſter my Heart: 
For Gnce with ſuch Joy in my Villa I flepft, | 

1 ſcarce know the Place where your Treaſure is kept; 
So long fince incumber'd with Money Aﬀairs, 
Juſt gueſs—ir is ſomewhere u P one Pair of Stairs; 

But forgetting their Names, for my Soul cannor ſay 
Who waits at the Door, or takes Care of the Key ; 

The ſame Thing to my Heart, while at Eaſe in my Cell, 
Who pay or receive it, who Audit, or Tell 


Ah! Sir, cou'd you reliſh Contentment like mine, 

And ſuffer right Reaſon your Taſte to refivez; © 

On the Trifles you doat on each Day, you wou'd frown; 
And deride your falſe Grandeur, —nay almoft La rown. 
About Triumphs and Trophies you'd ne er make a Stir, ' 
Nor your Ermin imagine ſo warm as plain Fur. 

You wou'd give to each Diſh, which you fed on, its Due, 
And for Pudding and Paſty neglect a Ragon: | © 

To preſide in your Kitchen you never wou'd lack 

The Learning of Brown, of th Skill of Pontack, * 

Each Day about One, with an Appetite ſeiz d, 

Cou'd you kill your own Mutton, or Beef, when you pleas'd ; 

Be content with the Fowls your own Poulterers (ell, | 


, 


Preferring a Muſhroom befote a Morell; 

Nor think it a'Gifr, or a Blefſing of Fate, 

If your Pewter was good, to be'ſerv'd all in Plate; 
The Wine that you drink. more delightful and cold, 


| From a Vaſe of clean China, of Tunbridge—thin Gold, 


by . : ; 7 ; 
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LETTER Iv. 


SIR, 


: ETi in ſpite of my Honour, and all I can ſay; 

Your Reſentments to baniſh, and Rage to allay, 

What in Truth and in very good Earneſt is ſpoke; 
| I have Reaſon to think, you may fancy a Joke; 

All Fable and Falſhood ! and purpoſely writ 

To give You a Tafte of my Parts and my Wit; 

To diſplay a fine Genius, and delicate Senſe 

Of a very bad Cauſe, in a ſpecious Defence: 

To ſhew you what Talents to Crafilmen belong, 

And how much may be ſaid on the Side of the Wrong ; 


Plain Truths, by our Cunning, mere Falſities made; 


And Realities turn'd, by our Skill, into Shade: 
While, ſeduc'd by our Papers, the Nation ſhall think 
Our Debts riſe more high, the ſame Year that they fink: 


While your ſelf you amuſe; Sir, each Ev'ning, with Chat 
Of Se. 7— laid this thing, and P- did that; 

The Journal of London and Daily Courant, 

The only dear Papers yon read or you want; 

You ne'er will diſcern where your Intereſt lies; 

Till your good Friend Dick Franckiin ſhall open your Eyes: : 
Who oft, tho' in vain, has aſſur d you in Print, 


When Im reckon'd falſe-hearted——how little there's in t; 4 


That none wakes ſo early, or watches ſo late, 


For the Good « of your Houſe, * the Peace of yaur State? 


: 
ö 
: 


When I finiſh the Work, which great P— 
Of the Life, and the Death, and Affairs of Queen Anne; 


1 


My Heart ever yours——which will ne er be at Reſt; 
Till I find out ſome Method to make you more bleſt; 

In your Court what you ſuffer to give you a Senſe, 

Till you weed it, and F/—1—/: is baniſn'd from thence 3 
Beholding you fteer nigh ſuch dangerous Shelves, 


Tour Pilots more careful of you than themſelves: ; 


Well pleas'd, tho our Bark is o'erwhelm'd by the Wave; 
If our Art and our Guidance your Veſſel can laye. 


In the ( 1) Womb of old Time, the” they now lie al dead, 
Who of Wonders full ftrange will be ſoon broughr co Bed, 
began, 


If you buy but the Book, Sir, "will plainly be ſeen 


Who favour'd old Bourbon, and bully'd the Queen: 


This the Reaſon explains, and the Myftery clears, 

We refus'd you the Honour to vote with your Peers ; 

Who had ſpoil'd the whole Scheme, if the dutiful Dozen 
Had a Mind to have talk'd of the Claim of your Cozen ; 
Who, without your good Liking, would never preſume 

To bave mention d his Right, or have call'd him from Rome, 
In ibis Volume, moſt faithfully penn'd, you will meer, 

J cannor point now at the Page, or the Sheer, 

Our Triumphs and Glory intent to advance, 

Who voted for us, while they manag'd for — 3 
Convinc'd, when the Work you take down from the Shelf, 
Thar the Peace with King Lewis ——was made by it ſelf ; 
That the Sages of Britain, of Holland and France 

Met at Utrecht As how, Sir ? Why, merely by 1 ; 
That one Envoy came this Way, another came that, 

And met round a Table, to tattle and chat: 


Scarce Paper and Ink the whol# Houſe would allow, 
And out came a Peace 
— The Miniſtry then, who the Happineſs priꝝ d 


bur no Creature knew how. 


Of the Queen and their Country, were ne'er ſo ſurpriz d. 
Here you'll find, tho' I am cenſur'd, I ne'er bad a Hand in 
The Remove of the Duke, or the Army s Disbanding; 
That the Order and Charge to deſert our Allies, 

Ne er talk d of in England both fell dom the Skies; 


(1) Final Anſwer, p. 24. Bo if 
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Our Office not us'd in th'[mprefſion to deal, 
Twas an Angel's, and H—r—t could ſhew you the Seal; 
In Antiquity skill'd, tho' the Gueſs might ſeem dark, 


He knew it was Gabriel's full well by the Mark; 
Who bad ſeen both bis Seal and Hand-writing of old, 
And when firſt dropt in Holland, the Wax was ſcarce cold. 


If you grant my Friend Richard a Licence to print 
The Work for himſelf, and each Wonder that's in'c, 
All your Subjects, howe'er they want Money, will buy; 
And pity a Subject fo injur'd as I. | 
For Authors who write of themſelves, may with Eaſe 
Be as good—and as highly abus'd, as they pleaſe; 
Pick out ev'ry Virrue, and give to themſelves, 
Our of Volumes they read from OFaves to Twelves. 
Their Deſerts and good Qualities ranging in Rows, 
Moſt prudently leaving the Bad to their Foes, | 
Here you'll read, what no Mortal could credit before, 
That I ne'er bad a love for King James, or a W——re: 
That no Subject e er ſtruggled, when Anna was dead, 
So much, that your Father might reign in his ſtead. 
The firſt, for 1 ordered a Horſe in the Meuſe 5 
Had the Wind but ſtood fair, who had brought him the News; 
By Principle urgd, and by Duty infpir'd, | 
That the Queen was juſt dead, and your Preſence defir'd ; 
None ſo eager, my Sovereign to view and adore, | 
When I heard he was ſafely arriv'd at the Nore 
You will hardly believe ir, ſuch Pleaſure was mine, 
I could ſcarce, for Rejeicing, or breakfaft, or dine. 


Tho' I ftrove all I could my firm Duty to ſhew, 
By the Wicked I yer was traduc'd as your Foe ; 
Oblig'd by their Malice to fly for my Life; 

And leave all behind me, my Lands and my Wife, 


Would you, Sir, my ſad Story impartially read, 
You would find me a Viſcount, moſt injur'd indeed; 
Convinc'd by my Book, when I acted a Part 
Of a Traitor in ſnew— I was ſound at the Heart; 
When unfaithful I ſeem'd to the Weak and Unwiſe, 
Being then a moſt duriful Peer in Diſguiſe; 


Convine'd, 


HT 
Convinc'd, by ſome Fears'tho' my Boſom was awd; 

I could ſerve yon much more, if I travell'd Abroad 
That my Flight from your Kingdom was much in your Way} 

Since I fled trom your Father—his Foe to betray, 

Of his Treaſure and Wealth the weak Ideor to rook; 

And ſend you Word home of each Step that he took; 

When he ſcour'd up his Musket, or trim'd up his Tent; . 

And what Bleſſings and Croſſes from Tybtr were ſent. = 

How he manag'd his Court, and his Treaſure employd z 

And how ſeldom he thoaght, and how often he pray d. 
To follow, ſtill pleas d, where his Confeſſor leads, 

His Garter, not half ſo much priz'd as his Beads. 

When the Pope, his New Admiral, wrapt in a Sheer 

A Tooth of St. Thomas to ruin your Fleet; 

And a Wallet of Saints, to expel all his Fears, 

And encounter your Guards, and your fierce Grenadiers} 

What Powder and Pardons together were ſent, | 

And Relicks and Balls in one Waggon from Trent; | 

A Cargo more ſacred he ne'er did behold, 2 

Which he ſnew d his bra ve Troopers, to make emi more bold. 

In the Work, if your Majeſty chance to efpy 

(It was wrote you muſt know, by Franciſco and I) 

A Truth and a Fiction unite in one Line, | 

You will pardon the Fault, ſince you know the Deſign: 
! Should a Paſlage perplexing or cloudy appear, 

And I add a nice Comment to make it more clear; 

Can you cenſure our Skill, or the Straragem blame, 

If we ſmooth up a Falſhood, to brighten our Fame ? 

Enlarge on our Virtues—that Merit and this, 

And ſay little or nothing of Things done amiſs? 

Or if forc'd to reveal, to impute em to Chance, 

The Counſels of Oæ 4, or Cunning of Fance? 

To a Planet, that Seaſon the Peace was ordain d, 

That perplexing Affairs, in our Hemiſphere reign'd 5 

And with Rays full of Miſchief all levell'd by Fate, 

Infected the Room where the Plenzpo's fare? 

Would you grant us a Patent for painting our felves, 

'The Size is all one in a Folio or Twelves; 

The Charter allowed us, which ev'ry one knows, 
Is the Claim of all Writers--—to blacken their Foes: 
la the Room where you walk, or the Hall where you din; 

Not a Sage would delight you, or Patrior would ſhines = 
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Tho' 4 Bacon or Cetil appear d in your Sight, ' 
With Virtues more fair, or with Merits more bright. 
No Mortals ſo fram'd, or ſo fit in the Realm, 3 
Did we court ſuch Honour, to ſit-at the Helm 5'o © 7 
And fteer your, weak Bark, with more Caution and Wit 
Which your Pilots before us had like to have ſplit. 
If you give us but Leave out on Worth to diſpla g,. - 
And will never ſay No, wheir your Authors lay Aye, _— 
Forbidding your Courtiers toi call us hard Names, We 
For a few ciyil Thugs we did once for King Fames ; 

(When it almoſt had drove the poor Prince to Deſpair, 

What you did to the Biſhop, and good Maſter Layer) 

For our Love and our Labour no more, we defire; 

If our Readers will credit — but never enquire ; 

Who perhaps may arraign us for things nor ſo true; 

And ſerve us, as Osborn and Mal ſingbam do; TRY 

In the Bane of our Credit a Glory who ſeek, | 116; 
And ſpoil in one Day, ,the whole Work of a Week. | 

Our Foes, when the Mob in our Stories delight, 

So unchriſtian and cruel — to fer em all Right: 77 
While they thus break our Quier, and trouble our Pen; 

To repeat our old Toil, — and delnde em agen: | 
Clip the Wings of a Falſhood, juſt ready to fly; 3 
And ſtop in its Courſe the Career of à Lye, | 5 
Which trim'd like a Truth, from its Authors had Leave, 3 
Wherever it flew, to proteſt and deceive | 
Thro' a Vizor of Friendſhip difſembling a Toy, 

In the Welfare of thoſe it was prun'd ro deſtroy. 

Tho! my Fate and hard Fortune oblige me to bear 

Both the Frown of your Eye, and the Loſs of your Ear; 
Some Monarchs, whoſe Name tis a Glory to quote, 
Have priz'd and efteem'd me, a Perſon of Note; 

And look'd on no Poſt, tho' you drove me from hence, 

Too high, or too great, for a Peer of my Senſe. 

Burt have faid — Worthy Viſcount, your Sorrows to eaſe, 

You may chuſe in my Realm any Honour you pleaſe ; 

Since your Fame is ſo fair, and your Virtue is ſuch, 

No King can eſteem, or reward you too much; 

Do enough for ſo worthy and learned a Peer, F 

Or value your Service and Friendſhip too dear. 1 
Bur when my dear Country — that Country I prize 


*Boye the Joy of my Heart, and the Light of my Eyes, | 
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"To my Soul by RefleQivns of Dean 


Said 1; Shou'd my Liege, if his Freafures dene, 
Want to finiſh a War, or to make a ne] Peace? 
- Ab! where wou'd: he meer wich ſo faithſul a Friend; 


Jo negotiate the one, or the other to en 5 - be OE et "8 


Such Counſel tö zive, or ſack Schethes ro impair, - 

With your loi reſt and Honour, fo mieh at bis Heart 2 
Tbo' in Fame, I was ſure every Day to advance, 
When the Humour once tock me t ſojourn in France . 

For your Sake I reſus'd to accept of the Bom . 
When the Price of my Serviee had been a Wass Cha 
When at Paris and Mazr1i,” I bought cou'd admire 

For the render Regard which 1 bad for your Sire 5 

I choſe rather at Home to be Aigtred and awd, 

Than without him to rule, and be bonour'd Abroad. 
No Pleaſures, thro Foreign Dominibss to roam, 
When [ thought my dear Maſter might want me at Home; 
 *Twixt Whig and 'twixt Tory unable to ſnift, | 
Unleſs I ſtept ovef to give him a Liftz iz 

And in pity, his Second appear'd in the Fight; 

To fer both himſelf and the Combarant right. 
- This, Sir, was the ſhort of my Cate; with ſmall Reiſon 
By your Courtier ir leari'd Comments explain d ib Treaſon- 
At moſt, an odd Something twixt Earneft-and Jet, 
The Medly by Treaſon tov eoarfly expreſt ; 

A little of both in the Humour was ſeen ; £4 
Ar worſt, a light Frolick juſt tinctur d with Spleeny = 
Which, in ſpire of his Duty, inſenfibly ſteals . 

Ina 8 625 when he loſes che Seals, 


I figb'd — and'f valued their Offers at 1 l =o 5 ; 7 
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SIR, 


This Epiſtle I ſend you, is meant 
Which ſcarce can inform you of in) 'Thiog tabs” 


So penfive and pain'd, that my ſorrowful Bye, | 
Will ſcarce let the Paper I write on be dry. 


Views it flows ſo lngere, you'll 1 not credit my In Ink ; - 


— — — — 


F your 1 can pardes whay Freedoms art i” 
Than in Truth and much Sadneſs I told you bee. 3 


Death to a Subject ſo faithful, to rink; - © dn ed 


* = 


(= 50 


But imagine Lobk unt the very fame Thing; / 1; wow e 55 4 


To indite to & — did talk te a King. 7 15 W 
Tho to WP —1} o N. if Attention you a 1 5 | 
You will nee judye right, Sir, as lany'4s r + * 
Whoſe — — take Plenlure to Ant, uy 0 
True Patriots perverſe; and the Devil a Saint: 75; 314 20s 9 5 


Tho ſcarce in & Dozen one Line thatthey print, | VE WON 2: 
Has ar.*bortom ane Truth, ot Reality int. 5 
Let em barg while they pleuſe on that darling dull . ** | 
Of my leaving” my own, for the Shade of we 15 4% 
Wou'd. you tead mie ia piry one Monem your: Bar, : off 
And the Trumhs'V aver, be fo courteous to hear; h 
You will find cit dire Plot, which the Peace of — men 
Has ſo oftey diſturb id, Was a Not but in Jeſt: 
Contriv'd o'er a Game one dull Evening at Lass, 
When your Kinſalaa and 1 had but Ii to do. 
Says I, in a frolickſome Humour My (1) Leige; 
Suppoſe in a Joke we ſhoa'd London befiegs; - ' 
Get a Navy of Gallies, and fwim up the Thames, 
To frighten the Ladies, and Beaux of St. Fantes 4 * 
Make the Nation believs, what was ne er your:Delight 
Tbat you tenlly came over oh purpoſe to fighut; 
Reſolving your ſelf the Whole ice to command, 
With your Beads hy your Side, and your Sword i in your Hud; 
Of Caurage both Muger arid Hoſtey ro check, 
While you puſn from a Cabin, or charge from the Deck: 
Or like a bold Warrior, let fly at the Foe, 
Oar of reach of his Shot, from 2 Gwn-bole below: | 
While your Soldiers are firing, engag'd in a Fit | 
Of Devotion ahd 'Zeal—rhar their Bullets may hit 1 
Leſs uſeſul, whatever rough Captains might ſay, 
In the heat of a Batele to foot" than 10 pray; 
With the Maſs in your Pocket, no Hanger at all, | 
From the Enemies Mortars;=—rhicir .Cannonsand Ball ; - 
Secure from their Muskers, who dread hothing worſe, il 
If you cartied the Host ad your Godin your purſe . £3 
Agreed, ſaid che Menareh, your Council is right, 
But if tis my bard Fate to give Battle and Fight. 
A little afraid of choſe terrible People,” 
Wu Piſtoh and Guns —let me fire from a Steeple; l. 
And in dread of a Ball, tweuld be wondetful well 
That eee, eon d I We 1 
11 4 enk © 
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For if we got the better, you know your brave King | Ha 
Won'd be then near a Belfry—and ready to Ring, | At 
This was all, on my Honour, juſt going to Bed... All 
At the End of our Prayers, that we thought of or ſaid; fg An 
Tho' Warriors at Night, in the Morn when we woke, + toc Mad 
We were peaceful—and Neither for ftriking a Stroke, Soi 
Our Wars and aur Triumphs went off in a Laugh, - * WM Te 
So your Realms were ſecur'd, and your Father was ſafe. Fo 
A Nap of fix Hours did our Fury aſſwage, | 
And we drank down together, our Tea and our Rege 0 
While the Dames of your Town had their uſual Delight, Ar 
| Their Spouſes by Day, and their Colonels at Night. E. 
And the Dread of our Army near frighted- the Fair, 0% MH 
From the Chappel or Playhouſe, from Picker or Prayer. +4 MH 
Now grave at a Sermon now gay at a Ball; 340 Fre 
Dividing their Time, twixt Heidegger and W 
But ſuppoſe it a Maggot, thus harmleſs all der; 8 UU. 
From Dunkirk our Navy had ſail'd ro the Nore; 1 1 N 
*Twas only to have purchas d a little Renoẽwun, | V 
In ſcaring your Subjects, not ſeizing yout Crown; 3 = "I. In 


The Intent of our. General's nothingar-all, ied n | 
Bur to keep the Court Ladies ſome N ighrs-from the Bail ; 5 "WW 3 


Io debar em a while of their uſual Delight5:i4;+ -  , - | Ar 
And keep em in Bed with their Husbands a: "Night, *:- wor = WMA 
Oa the (2) Word of a Peer (ah forgive me, great _ 3 5 
That Title once mine has been vaniſn'd long fance) -- 7, T. 
On the Word of a Friend, this was all the Intern A 
Of the dreadful Invaſion, and wicked Deſcent ; a Is 
Which troubled your ſelf and your Kingdom ſo much; = 
Thar to guard it you ſent for ſome Squadrons of Dutch. "3; E 
Tho' we bought up ſome Guns, and had others at hire, $1462 In 
. *Twas done with no naughty Intention—to fire; If 
If a few had their Cartriges fill'd, - yet withal „„ *- WM Jn 
When we-put'in our Powder, we kepr out the Ball. FL N 
The Piece for the War, I def ign'd for myſelf, | gy 5 
Of it's Flint and it's Rammer, and Touch. hole bereſt; T 
Unlike the fam'd Weapons of - Rome and of Grease, (Q 
Our Scabbards and Swords being all of a- piece. W 
Had we landed our Forces at Dover or Chatham, 3 
We had neer burr your Men, tho” we could have come at em: : O 
But as we came oer for ſuch peaceable Ends, Ar 
Won'd have treated each Caprain and Sailor 3 222 ; I Is 
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Had borrow'd, perbaps, not in Malice but Play, _ 
A few Runts for our Fleet, as they graz d in our Way; 


All rhe Charge you ſuftain'd, or the Trouble we gave ye, 


An Ox, and perhaps a few Hogs, for our Navy, 
Boughr at Greenwich and Deptford, without any Rout, 
Some of Hucks's right Double, or Parſons's Stout; 

To Great Bourbon a Preſent, both uſeful and meet, 

For the Loan of his Army, and Uie of his Fleet. 

Had I kill'd you a Dozen, II call em a Score, 
Ot theſe in your Realm, who had plagued me before; 
Amongſt which, without doubt, a Regard had been had 
*Twixr the (3) Guilty and Guiltleſs, the Good and the Bad; 
The reſt of your Subjects, perhaps ſomething ſcar d, 
Had all to a Man been forgiven and fpardd;  _ 
From myſelf, or my Sovereign, had ſuffer'd no Hurt 
In their Bodies or Fortunes, their Coat or their Shirt; 
Unleſs your Train-Bands e'er engaged in the Fray, 
Had been put to the Trouble — of running away; 

Who carry their Courage, right terrible Blades, 

In their Saſhes of Scarlet, their Plumes and Cockades; 

When we mark for Inſtruction from Authors before us; 

The Wicked or Weak our of Livy or Florus; 
And, fond of old Names, from our Hiſtories ſeek | 

A Blunderer in Latin, or Tyrant in Greek ; | 

We mean on no Favourite or Courtier to fall! 

To fill up our Paper with Tattle— is all. 

A Fool in large Letters, a Cuſtom nor rare, 

Is wrote ſomething bigger — to make the Town ftare; 
And yer when we chance in T:alicks to print, 

Your Court will ſtrait fancy a Stratagem in't; 

In each Journal imagine ſome terrible Plot, 

If a Roman or Greek are in Capitals wrote; 

In Names thus diftinguiſh'd will dream, may be ſeen 

No Creatures leſs thought of, yourſelf or your Queen! 
Tbo', God knows my Conſcience, I meant to deride 
The Perſons I quoted — and no one befide, 
Quite griev'd, as all People might gueſs by my Look, 
When the Ancients I found were for Moderns miſtook, 
The Philip who ftudied his Country to fleece | 
Of its Freedom, was only the Philip of Greece; 
And Coſcia, who ſome out of Weakneſs preſume 
Is a Briton — was only the Coſcia of Rome : 
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(30) 
And Robin, that Robin, who many a Year, 
In the Foreſt of Sherwood, deſtroy d the King's Deer, 
Tho ſome bave ſurmis'd, at another I hint 
In my Journal, thay him with bis Bow — in the Print 
Tis a very hard Cale that we Writers of Note, 


I For our Humour er Fancy, can't borrow or quote, 


But ſtraigbt we reflect on the King or his Court, 0 
And are find the next Term pethaps pillory d fort; 
Convey d to the Throne, by a Judge's Command, 
Where good Mr. C——/ had the Honour to ftand 5 
Without Reaſon or Rigbt, while we pay for the Jeers 
That other Folks mak e——with the Lols of our Ears. 
Can $ejanus nor ra vage nor murder by Fits 
But a Modern muſt ſtraightway be out of his Wits p 
A Writer not touch on his Fame or his Fate, 
Without a ſly Point at ſome Fav'rice of State ? 
If a Woolſey or Spencer is mention d, or one 
Wbo his Prince has betray d, or bis Country uadone; 
A Nero of Rome, or a Richlieu of France, 
When talk d. of —muft ſtill at ſome — — glance; 
In the Height of his Fury one Courtier will cry, 
I'm meant by that Name ſays another, Tis I; 
While a Third more gilcerning or angry than both, 
That himſelf is the Man will atteſt on his Oath; 
Thar, deriding his Worth, at his Honour we trike ; 
And abhors the damn'd Piftare——ir s ſo much alike ! 
Thus Folks will interpret, Sir, juſt as they will 


The Defigns of our Hearts, from the Strokes of our Quill; 


Tho, when Bergia] laſh'd in my Journal, my Scope 

Was to laſh but one Rergza that Son of a——Pope z 

Yet /——le thro' all my Diſguiſes could fee 

Thar another I meant and that other was he: 

Tho' the Colours were artful, and Shadows were fine, 

It bad Light full enough to berray my Deſign ; 

That the Stateſman I drew, an Italian in Shew, 

Had a Palace much nearer the Cham than the Po. 
Some cannot ſuſtain their falſe Grandeur an Hour, 

Without the weak Stay and the Column of Power; 


From their Titles they borrow their Worth and cheir Weight, 


And nothing but Greatnefs can tender them great. 

Very probably, Sir. you'll be merry, and laugh, 
When I tell you I ne'er. could rely on rbat Staff: 

I bave ſomething within me more firm and more kind; 

Beſides a good Stomach, a Pens Mind; 
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; (639) | 
That each Baſeneſs cdniigng and each Virtue approves, | 
Poſſeſt of a Conſcience as White as my Gloves 
Thar is clear of all Stals, without Help of the Pope ; 
True Honour and Goodneſs——her Waſhball and Soap 5 3 
That can laugh at vain Pomp, and each Glory diſdain, . 
And would take the Commaũd of your Treafure— with Paid: 
A Burden- no doubt ro a Man in my Years ; 
— 1f ] bore ät at all — I ſhould bear it with Tears; 
Or rather, more pleas'd in my Cloſer to pray, 
Shou'd beg that Sir Nbere might ſtill have the Key! 5 
poſſeſs d of your Heart, and kind Countenance, ul 13 
And pay off your Cocks, and your Coach. thakers Bill: 
Shou'd your Goodheſs allot me a Stat or a Wand, 

To blaze on my Breaſt, or to (4) honour my Hand; 3 

A Seat in your Chappel at Windſor to hold, 

And exchange my Steel Spurs, for a Pair tnade of Gold: : 
| The Delight ef thy Boſom at home to be quiet, 
With my Soul full of Peace, and my Pantry of Dlet. 

In my Parlour ar Midnight, no Uptoar or Ball, 

Bur Reſt all the Year in my Heart and my Hall z 

] ſhould live more at eaſe in my walnſcotted Room, 

Than abroad to be ſeen with my Garter and Plume; 
That the Vulgir the Rays on my Boſom might mark, | 
While I trail my rich Robes the whole length of the Pati: | 
The Uſe of a Garter,' as every one knows, 

To a Cripple ſo craꝝy — to bind up his Hoſe, | 

Which ftifined with Gold and Embroidery, muſt be 

Too ſtubborniand hard, for fo aged a Knee! 

Beſide on my Cuſhion, full fix Times a Day, 
Twou'd ſpoil a Blue Ribbon — ſo often to pray; 

Break the Tongue of my Buckle, each time that I feel 
My Spirit in Raptures, to bend and to kneel. 
Ah, Sir, in my Soul while ſuch Joy I poſſeſs, 

| Which the Happy who feel it can only expreſs, _ 

Should you fay, Mr. S— F—», I give you the Seals, 
(For the Truth to his Conſcience your Servant appeals) | 
With my own little Forttne well able to ſhift, | 
1 ſhould thank yu but would not accept of your Gift 
My Virtue and want of Ambition to ſhew, 

To each Offer you made me ſhould wiſely ay, No; 


More pleas'd, if your Favours you deign'd to extend 
Jo Orm—nd my Favrite, or P—— my! Triend ; 
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Or; 4 fouch'd with bis Suff rings, your Kindneſs expreſs 
For an Exile, and Couſin of your's, in Diftreſs, 

If you Credit a Subject, moſt Excellent Prince, 
I'm loft 10 all (5) Grandeur, and have been —_ fince ; 
T live in my Parlour at home, and retir'd ; 

Allurd by no Hopes——by no Vanities fir d: 

Old Age has each Folly and Paſſion allay'd, 

That 1 now like my ade full as well as my Maid; 
The only two Joys of poor B ke's Lite, 
To ſtroke my old Cat——and to fondle my Wile: 
No Places I want, and no Honovrs I ſeek; 

And ſcarce read a News-Paper twice in Week ; 
Ne'er trouble my Head with the Papers, or Votes, 
If I read it's to find out the value of Oates ; 
How much 1 muſt pay for my Billet and Coal; 

What honeſt Men break, — and what Knaves are till whole; 
What Folks, the laſt Week, took a Purſe or a Bribe, = 
Who bang'd, or was knighred—who married, or dy d. 
In the Lottery who thrive, when the Prizes run high, 
And the Maiden-heads part with—a Ticket to buy. 

How her good Grace of Parma, with Doubtings perplexr, 
Is pregnant to Day — and a Virgin the next; 

By her Love to the Spaniard, or Auſtrian, as fu: d, 

Is in April with Child, and in Auguſt a Maid, 

Diſtracted no longer with earthly Affairs, 

Jam twice every (6) Sabbath, at Sermon and Prayers; ; 
One Sunday juft over, I long for the next "IP 

The Collect and Leſſons, the Pſalms and the Text; 
Remembring each Line, by the Help of my Notes, ; 
The Chapter and Page, which the Miniſter quotes: 

In a Rapture almoſt, when the Doctor begins; 

No Joy balf ſo great, as confeſſing my Sins: 

The Bleflings I pray for, a Fulneſs of Grace; 

A Heart without Guile— and the want of a Place : 
Who ſtill, e'er I ſſumber, moſt fervently preſs, 

On my Knees, for. your own, and the Nation's Succeſs! 
| What e er the Courant or Free Briton may ſay, 

I ſhall till be your Friend — if it lies in my Way: 
And ſo from my Eaſy-Arm'd-Chair in my Cell, 

And the Fulneſs of Duty — I bid you Farewell, IF 


(5) P. 29. 10 Ibid. 
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